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application for permission to join the Staff Corps had at least
the effect of producing a cessation of my Colonel's mandates to
join ; but I now received an official letter from the officer
commanding the regiment, informing me that, unless I passed
the examination in drill and other subjects, prescribed by
regulation, my name, which stood first on the list for promotion
to the rank of Captain, would be passed over, and I should be
superseded by a junior officer.

A threat of this description, which might be viewed with
equanimity later in life, assumes portentous dimensions when
one is beginning the race ; and I accordingly at once, and with
tirgency, applied for leave of absence, to proceed to Calcutta
and appear before the examining board at Fort William. I
had no fears about passing, as I had never allowed my knowledge
of drill or military duties to become rusty, having always
.before my eyes the contingency of a compulsory return to
regimental duty. Pending the receipt of a reply to my applica-
tion, I determined to visit the northern part of my district.

My friend the chaplain had been called upon to celebrate a
marriage at Comillali, the next district beyond Noacolly, he
being the nearest available clergyman ; so we bore each other
company as far as the river Fenny, the northern boundary 6f
the Chittagong district, where I bade him farewell, and returned
by easy stages along the coast, visiting the different police
stations along the road, and acquiring all the information I
could as to people and places.

I had been specially enjoined to pay a visit to Sita-khund, the
fountain of the goddess Sita, a holy place much resorted to by
pilgrims, and where the goddess was said to manifest herself
not unfrequently to devout worshippers. This sacred spot was
situated about mid-way in the Nizampore hills, a coast rang^
which ran parallel to the sea for a considerable distance. The
'road to the shrine ascended by easy sloping terraces, which had
;/been cut with some skill and considerable labour in the hill-side.
:I rode up these, accompanied by two of my servants, one carry-
jg a gun, the other my sketch-book, in lazy Indian fashion,
the *oot of tlle ascent we passed a sacred stone, tWcHy;
vermilion, on which was carved the effigy oi
monkey-god. The dwelling of the Mahunt, 6^

